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[The  scene  is  FRANCES  FITZMAURICE'S  sitting-room. 
The  furniture  that  matters  consists  of  an  arm- 
chair, with  a  cushion,  a  chair,  a  small  table,  a 
stand  or  cabinet  with  some  little  ornaments  on 
it,  a  writing  table  or  secretary,  and  a  fire- 
place with  fire  down  left.  The  door  opening 
on  the  hall,  is  at  the  back,  centre.] 

[Wfyen  the  curtain  rises,  the  room  is  empty. 
Then  the  hall-door  off  is  heard  to  open  and  shut. 
FRANCES  has  let  herself  in.  She  enters  the  room. 
She  is  in  her  wall-ing  clothes,  hat  and  frirs.] 

FRANCES.  He  has  not  come.  (She  rings  and 
takes  off  her  things.  Enter  SARAH). 

FRANCES.  No  one  called  while  I  was  out,  Sarah? 

SARAH.  No,  ma'am. 

FRANCES.   I'll  have  tea.     Bring  two  cups. 

SARAH.  Yes,  ma'am. 

FRANCE^.  Sarah,  I  thought  the  master  might 
come  here  this  evening.  I  suppose  he  won't  come 
now,  as  he  has  not  come  till  now.  In  case  he  does, 
you  may  tell  him  that  his  study's  ready  :  just  let 
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him  go  up  to  it.  I  mean,  you  are  not  to  remark 
on  his  coming.  You  need  not  tell  him  I  am  in 
unless  he  asks.  Of  course  he  may  not  come.  If 
he  does  come — at  any  time — you  will  do  just  as  I 
have  told  you.  You  understand. 

SARAH.  Yes,  ma'am. 

FRANCES.  Of  course  if  he  asks  for  me  you  will 
show  him  in  here? 

SARAH.  Yes,  ma'am. 

[Pause.     Exit  SARAH.] 

FRANCES.  (Alone,  goes  to  fire.  Sits  down  in 
armchair  and  warms  her  hands.  Rises  and  stands 
undecidedly,  obviously  at  a  loss  for  some  occupa- 
tion. Arranges  the  ornaments,  speaks  to  herself, 
almost  inaudibly.} 

Not  at  all !     Ah  !     (Sits  down  again.} 
[A  ring  is  heard  at  the  hall-door.     Then  SARAH'S 

step.     The  hall-door  is  opened.     FRANCES  stands 

up,  excited,  looking  towards  door.     A  knock  at 

the  room  door.     FRANCES  turns  towards  fire.~\ 

FRANCES.  Come  in.     (Enter  SARAH). 

SARAH.  Miss  Helen  Noble  to  see  you,  ma'am. 

FRANCES.  (Half  relieved  and  half  disappointed}. 
Miss  Helen  Noble  ? 

SARAH.  Yes,  ma'am.  She  is  in  the  drawing- 
room. 

FRANCES.  Very  well,  I'll  go  now.  Ah,  no,  this 
room  is  more  comfortable.  Ask  her  to  come  in 
here.  Bring  up  tea  when  I  ring. 

SARAH.  Yes,  ma'am.     (Exit}. 

FRANCES.   (Remains  standing  at  fire}. 
[Enter  HELEN  NOBLE,  shown  in  by  SARAH.  FRANCES 

turns  towards  her  with  interest      Exit  SARAH. j 
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HELEN.  You  will  excuse  my  calling  like  this,  I 
hope,  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice? 

FRANCES,  (shaking  hands).  Oh,  you're  very  wel- 
come. It's  quite  all  right.  I  know  you  though 
we've  never  met  before.  And  I  know  your  pictures. 
Won't  you  sit  down? 

HELEN  (sitting  down).  I  have  just  come  back 
from  France.  I  reached  Dublin  only  last  night. 
To-day  I  felt  anxious  to  see  you. 

FRANCES.  It  was  very  good  of  you  to  come. 

HELEN.  But  now  that  I  am  here,  I  hardly  know 
what  to  say  to  you.  It  was  from  Mr.  Fitzmaurice 
you  heard  of  me,  I  suppose.  We  were  old  friends. 

FRANCES.  Yes.  I  was  never  one  of  his  circle 
before  our  marriage,  but  I  got  to  know  some  friends 
of  yours  after — only  a  few  though.  Fitzmaurice 
went  out  very  little  after  and  we  had  few  visitors. 
You  have  been  away  quite  a  long  time? 

HELEN.  Five  years  to-day. 

FRANCES.  We  were  married  five  years  ago  to- 
day. 

HELEN.  Yes. 

FRANCES.  You  know  that  he  is  not  here? 

HELEN.  Is  he  away? 

FRANCES.  He  has  been  away  three  years — an- 
other anniversary.  Three  years  ago  to-day  he  left 
here. 

HELEN.  I'm  afraid,  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice,  I'm  rather 
stupid  and  gauche.  I— I — hope  I'm  not  troubling 
you.  •'* 

FRANCES  (sadlii).  No,  no.  I  am  glad  you  have 
come.  You  are  almost  the  only  person  I  can  think 
of  that  I'm  glad  to  talk  to  just  now.  I  was  feeling 
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queer  and  nervous  before  you  came  in.  I  suppose, 
not  having  known  you  before — and  yet  having 
understood  you  a  little — all  that  makes  it  possible 
to  talk  to  you — to  say  things  that  one  does  not  say 
somehow. 

HELEN.  Yes,  we  have  no  tea-table  conversation 
between  us. 

FRANCES.  Oh,  by  the  way,  I  was  going  to  have- 
tea.  You  will  join  me.  Let  me  ring  for  tea. 

HELEN.   Please  don't  ask  me  to  have  anything. 
You'll  excuse  me,  but  don't  ask  me. 
FRANCES.  As  you  please. 

HELEN.  But  do  ring  for  yourself — don't  let  me 
interfere  with  you. 

FRANCES.  No,  it  will  do  later.  I  am  going  to 
imitate  your  liberty  and  choose  for  myself,  too. 
Do  you  know  that  I  have  had  more  intimate  con- 
versation with  you  in  three  minutes  than  I  have 
had  with  anyone  else  for  three  years.  But  yet  we 
have  said  nothing  that  matters.  I  have  told  you 
what  you  might  have  heard  from  hundreds — that 
my  husband  left  me  this  day  three  years  after  we 
had  been  married  just  two  years.  You  had  heard 
that,  I  suppose? 

HELEN.  No,  I  had  not.  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice,  you 
may  not  easily  understand,  but  I  have  heard 
nothing  of  anybody  in  Dublin  for  five  years.  I 
simply  disappeared  then.  Now  I  have  reappeared. 
I  have  had  little  time  to  look  round  me,  but  every- 
thing here  seems  just  the  same  as  then.  I  recognise 
a  number  of  people  in  the  streets.  But  in  all  that 
time  I  have  heard  nothing  of  the  people  I  knew 
here.  I  met  once  or  twice  people— indifferent 
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people — from  here,  who  were  too  courteous  to  ask 
me  questions  or  to  tell  me  things  I  did  not  ask 
about.  If  an  Irishman  that  you  know  comes  to 
Paris  YOU  run  across  him  the  first  day  he  arrives. 
But  very  few  Dublin  people  that  I  know  seem  to 
have  gone  to  Paris  these  five  years.  And  I  avoided 
most  of  them  that  I  saw. 

FRANCES.  I  can  quite  understand  your  doing  so. 
And  I  am  sure  that  Fitzmaurice  would  do  the  same. 
It  was  to  avoid  people  that  he  left  here — to  lose 
himself  and  to  find  himself,  he  said. 

HELEN.  Yes,  he  was  not  well  suited  to  fit  in  to 
things  generally. 

FRANCES.  Well,  now  that  you  know  of  his  leaving 
— of  our  unsuccessful  marriage,  you  may  call  it — 
how  does  it  strike  you?  I'm  afraid  I  am  horribly 
self-conscious,  but  I  feel  as  if  I  were  overhearing 
myself  talking.  Whose  fault  do  you  think  it  was? 
You  knew  him.  You  may  have  known  of  me — you 
had  heard  of  me. 

HELEN.  Fault  ?  I  am  sure  there  was  no  fault 
at  all  in  your  separation.  I  know  him,  as  you  say. 
I  know  him  well  enough  to  be  sure  that  he  acted 
quite  sincerely — that  he  did  what  he  thought  was 
right. 

FRANCES.  And  that  I  acted  quite  sincerely  too? 
That  means  that  our  separation  was  inevitable — 
that  the  mistake  was  farther  back?  You  need  not 
hesitate  to  be  frank  with  me.  I  have  had  three 
years  to  analyse  it  all. 

HELEN.  Yes.  The  mistake  was  farther  back. 
I  knew  it  at  the  time. 

FRANCES.  And  why  did  you  not  say  so?     Oh,   I 
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know  that  it  would  have  been  indelicate  and  the 
rest.  But  then  you — you  were  known  to  be  frank 
— to  be  above  the  conventions.  Why  did  you  not 
warn  us? 

HELEN.  Oh,  why  did  I  not?  (standing).  Why 
did  I  let  you  two  marry?  That  is  my  fault  in  the 
matter.  My  fault  was  just  that  hesitancy.  I  knew 
him  better  than  anyone  else.  I  knew  th%t  he  and 
you  were  not  meant  to  marry.  And  I  let  you 
marry. 

FRANCES.  Of  course,  you  couldn't  have  prevented 
us.  Do  not  mistake  me.  I  did  not  ask  you  why 
you  did  not  stop  us.  But  why  did  you  not  warn 
us  ?  To  be  sure  we  would  have  ignored  the  warning. 
I  would  probably  have  thought  you  jealous. 

HELEN.  Oh,  well,  I  suppose  it  was  to  be,  then. 

FRANCES.  Yes.  It  was  to  be.  If  it  were  to  do  a 
thousand  times  over,  I  would  do  it  again  and 
again.  I  do  not  know  why.  The  first  time  I  saw 
him  I  knew  it.  I  knew  that  if  I  did  not  marry 
him  I  should  never  be  happy.  I  knew  that  I  could 
never  let  him  marry  another.  I  did  marry  him. 
I  had  two  years  of  life  with  him.  And,  though 
there  was  something  lacking  between  us — though  I 
let  him  go — I  'would  give  all  the  rest  of  all  the 
happiness  I  have  known  for  a  fraction  of  that  time 
back  again.  I  would  do  anything  to  have  him 
back — anything  but  ask  him  to  come  back. 

HELEN.  Why  did  you  love  him  so.  You  were  so 
different  from  him. 

FRANCES.  Oh,  what  do  I  know  of  the  whys  of  it? 
Why  did  others  love  him  ?  You  knew  him  for  years 
and  came  gradually  to  understand  him.  I  saw  his 
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dyes  look  into  mine  and  knew  that  I  loved  him. 
He  loved  me  too — as  much  as  he  could  love — and 
we  were  married  within  a  month. 

HELEN.  I  remember — your  coming  changed  him. 

FRANCES.  I  loved  him,  but  I  did  not  know  him. 
You  are  a  woman.  We  understand  each  other 
more  easily.  We  have  feelings  and  intuitions  in 
common. 

HELEN.  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that.  And  at  all 
events  it  is  not  all  a  question  of  understanding — 
as  indeed  you  have  been  saying. 

FRANCES.  Perhaps  not,  but  at  least  one  can  talk 
to  another  woman  as  one  can  never  talk  to  any 
man.  One  has  a  liberty.  We  know  what  we  can 
give  and  take — what  a  man  expects  from  us,  and 
what  we  expect  from  a  man.  We  know  that. 

HELEN.  Indeed  we  do  not.  All  that  about  give 
and  take  is  so  much  nonsense,  I  am  sure.  To  be 
is  more  important  than  to  give  or  to  take. 

FRANCES.  Ah,  it  comes  to  the  same  thing.  What 
should  I  have  been  to  him?  What  should  I  have 
made  of  him? 

HELEN.  Why  be  anything  to  him — but  yourself? 
Why  make  anything  of  him? 

FRANCES.  It  is  easy  for  you  to  talk.  When  a 
man  and  a  woman  marry,  they  must  conform  to 
each  other.  Even  in  ordinary  intercourse  a  man 
must  conform,  must  change  somewhat — and  a 
woman  must  conform  and  change  too — to  make 
intercourse  right.  I  think  that  is  the  essence  of 
civilisation. 

HELEN.  What?  Conformity?  Social  intercourses? 

FRANCES.   To  bring  men  and  women  to  a  common 
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standpoint — or  convention,  I  suppose  that  needs 
give  and  take. 

HELEN.   1  think  you  have  created  a  myth. 

FRANCES.  These  are  no  myth.  John  Fitzmaurico 
is  no  myth,  and  he  is  a  man.  My  failure  was  that 
I  was  not  able  either  to  give  enough  or  to  make  him 
give. 

HELEN.  Could  you  not  take  him  as  he  was1? 
Could  you  not  let  him  be?  And  let  yourself  be? 

FRANCES.  Well,  I  did  not  understand  men.  I 
had  no  brothers.  I  had  no  experience  of  men. 

HELEN.  I  cannot  think  or  talk  of  people  as  men 
and  women  always  in  that  way.  I  cannot  think 
that  it  is  always  a  matter  of  sex — or  even  of  the 
conventions  or  social  regulations  or  whatever  you 
may  call  them,  that  depend  on  sex.  I  prefer  to 
think  of  people  as  individuals. 

FRANCES.  Ah,  but  you  cannot  help  other  people 
reckoning  so.  And  for  that  matter  you  do  reckon 
so  in  spite  of  your  theory  or  your  wish.  Marriages 
are  made  in  heaven — that's  what  it  all  comes  to — 
whether  they  are  successful  marriages  or  not.  Your 
individualism  is  all  wrong. 

HELEN.  Well,  I  suppose  I  have  not  said  just  what 
I  intended  to  say.  To  my  mind  the  thing  that 
makes  intercourse  between  people  is  the  free  play 
of  individuality.  We  should  let  others  be  just 
what  they  are.  If  we  don't  like  that  we  should 
avoid  it,  I  suppose. 

FRANCES.  Ah,  we  cannot  avoid  things  so  easily. 

HELEN.  Well,  make  a  sacrifice  then.  What  I  was 
thinking  of  was  the  individuality  of  two  people 
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that  love  each  other.  One  will  make  any  sacrifice 
rather  than  ask  the  other  to  change,  to  conform. 

FRANCES.  And  if  one  cannot  make  that  sacrifice? 
If  one  ought  not  to?  Can  you  not  understand  that 
one  may  have  an  ideal — that  one  may  want  another 
— a  husband,  say — to  be  that  ideal — that  one  may  see 
that  he  could  be  so — that  he  is  so  at  times?  Is  it 
wrong  to  wish  him  to  have  no  other  times — no  other 
moods?  He  may  spoil  it  by  being  lower  than  him- 
self. Ah,  but  what  is  the  good  of  talking  like  this? 

HELEN.  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice,  I  am  going  for  once 
to  take  my  courage  in  my  hands — and  to  make  a 
sacrifice,  too.  I  am  going  to  tell  you  something 
that  I  have  never  quite  admitted  to  myself  till  now. 
I  loved  your  husband.  He  was  not  my  ideal,  be- 
cause I  have  never  had  any  ideal  beforehand  of 
anything  that  I  desired.  I  loved  him.  I  knew 
that  if  I  married  him  I  should  have  accepted  him 
as  he  was.  I  would  have  cared  nothing  at  all  for 
the  opinions  of  others.  I  would  have  had  no 
opinions  of  my  own  about  him — as  I  can  truthfully 
say  I  have  none  about  you  or  others.  I  would  have 
gone  my  way  too,  and  I  know  that  he  would  not 
have  interfered  with  me. 

FRANCES.  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  have 
discovered  all  this  only  now? 

HELEN.  Oh,  no.  What  I  have  discovered  now  is 
another  thing.  Your  defect  is  that  ideal  you  have 
been  talking  about — to  which  you  wanted  your 
husband  to  conform.  It  is  a  defect.  It  has  spoiled 
your  life.  What  I  have  discovered  is  my  defect. 
You  wanted  that  man  for  your  husband.  You  got 
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him.  You  took  him — you  don't  mind  me  speaking 
so  frankly? 

FRANCES.  Oh,  no.  It  is  quite  true.  I  should 
never  have  let  him  ask  me  to  marry  him  if  I  had 
not  wanted  him  to  do  so. 

HELEN.  Yes.  You  have  that  sureness,  that 
courage.  I  have  not ;  I  cannot  have.  It  is  not  in 
me.  I  wanted  him,  too.  I  wanted  him  more  than 
you  did.  I  knew — oh,  you  will  never  understand 
how  certainly  I  knew  that  I  should  marry  him — 
that  he  and  I  could  go  our  own  ways  and  yet  go 
together.  And  I  failed  to  make  him  see  that. 

FRANCES.  And  what  about  love? 

HELEN.  That  is  love.  You  have  some  selfishness 
in  you.  That  is  your  defect.  That  is  what  made 
you  have  an  ideal  for  him  to  conform  to.  I  was 
not  selfish  enough — I  was  not  selfish  at  all.  I  had 
nothing  to  impose  upon  him— no  standard,  no 
measure.  I  loved  him.  I  accepted  him  as  he  was. 
Had  he  moods  and  ways  that  I  did  not  know? 
What  of  it  if  he  had?  I  would  have  accepted  them 
too — I  would  have  expected  them — the  heights  and 
depths.  It  may  sound  absurd,  but  it  was  because  I 
loved  him  so  that  I  let  him  marry  you.  He  wanted 
to,  then. 

FRANCES.  And  he?  Do  you  think  he  was  the 
man  to  be  chosen  in  this  way — to  be  marked  down 
in  this  way  by  you  or  by  me? 

HELEN.  Yes,  he  was.  He  was  something  of  a 
pessimist.  You  know  how  he  waited  for  things  to 
choose  themselves.  He  was  a  fatalist,  who  waited 
for  his  destiny.  If  another  took  a  decisive  course 
he  was  willing  to  let  it  carry  him  on,  so  long  as 
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he  did  not  feel  that  it  was  against  his  nature  and 
the  truth.  I  knew  this  in  him  because  I  knew  it 
in  myself. 

FRANCES.  Yes,  you  are  like  him — too  like  for 
love.  You  should  have  been  his  sister.  Have  you 
ever  wished  you  were  his  sister  ? 

HELEN.  I  have  never  wished  for  anything  that 
was  not.  That  may  be  why  I  was  not  his  wife 
before  he  ever  saw  you.  And  all  that  justifies  you 
too.  We  cannot  be  ourselves  by  halves.  You  were 
yourself  in  getting  him.  After  you  had  him  you 
went  on  being  yourself — 

FRANCES.  And  lost  him? 

HELEN.  And  lost  him — or  rather  drove  him  away 
to  find  himself  again.  If  things  had  been  right  he 
would  have  found  himself  here. 

FRANCES.  Was  it  not  selfish  of  him  to  go  away — 
according  to  your  way  of  looking  at  things? 

HELEN.  Perhaps  so.  I  suppose,  indeed,  that  .he 
is  selfish,  too — and  I — and  every  one— only  all  in 
different  ways. 

FRANCES.  You  have  not  asked  me  where  he  went 
when  he  left  here. 

HELEN.   No. 

FRANCES.  He  has  been  wandering  about.  He 
writes  to  me  occasionally — every  time  from  a 
different  place. 

HELEN.  Yes.  I  could  have  known  that.  I  have 
been  in  the  one  place  ever  since  I  left.  I  am  no 
wanderer. 

FRANCES.  I  wonder  will  he  find  what  he  Wants 
anywhere  ? 
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HKI.KN.  What  he  wants  is  to  be  foumJ  »vci  v- 
where  1 

FRANCES  (after  a  pnvsf).  We  had  no  child. 

HELEN.  And  no  religion. 

FRANCES.  Yes.     That  counted  too,  I  suppose. 

HELEN.  Yes,  it  counted — in  your  case. 

FRANCES.  Ah,  well.  There's  no  use  in  going 
over  and  over  one's  life.  I  cannot  say  I  have  been, 
unhappy  these  three  years.  I  have  kept  on  my 
friendships — or  rather  resumed  them.  While  he 
was  here  my  friends  did  not  know  quite  what  to 
make  of  us.  He  was  so  peculiar.  He  talked  so 
strangely,  seeing  symbols  in  common  things.  And 
he  never  could  do  the  usual  things  happily.  He 
never  would  dine  out.  At  least  he  did  twice. 
(Haughtily).  And  then  he  was  so  unhappy  about  it 
that  I  let  him  off  that.  Even  those  two  times  he 
would  not  dress  for  dinner.  He  had  no  conversa- 
tion about  the  things  that  interested  us.  He  could 
not  dance  or  play  cards  or  billiards  or  anything. 
No  club.  His  .friends  were  people  in  libraries  and 
societies  of  antiquaries  and  things,  and  revolu- 
tionary societies — and  artists  like  you. 

HELEN.  You  knew  all  that  before  you  married 
him? 

FRANCES.  Oh,  yes.  But  somehow  I  suppose  I 
expected  that  we  would  settle  down  to  life  after 
marriage.  That  month  before  our  marriage  was 
so  unlike  anything  else  I  had  known  that  I  did  not 
judge  by  it.  And  he,  too,  became  quite  one  of 
ourselves  for  that  matter,  but  after  things  were 
different. 

HELEN.   You  wanted  to  go  back  to  your  way  of 
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life  and  you  could  not  understand  him  going  back 
to  his. 

FRANCES.  Ah,  but  mine  was  not  mine  alone.  It 
is  the  way  that  people  live.  His  was  different. 
And  people  began  to  remark  it  when  I  did  not  go 
to  things — and  when  I  went  alone — and  indeed  we 
were  more  remarkable  when  we  went  together.  I 
got  to  hate  it  all.  I  knew  how  fine  he  was.  Do 
not  think  that  I  ever  regarded  him  as  they  did. 
No  one  ever  admired  a  man  more.  But  I  hated 
them  not  to  admire  him,  too.  And  when  he  was 
different  from  them,  and  was  ill  at  ease,  they  were 
so  nice  about  it — they  patronised  him.  I  hated 
them  for  it.  But  he  took  it  all  gently  and  would 
not  let  me  say  anything.  I  knew  that  he  was  some- 
body and  that  they  were  a  pack  of  nobodies.  The 
whole  thing  was  horrible  to  rne.  These  three  years 
have  been  almost  happy  by  comparison.  They  pity 
me  now. 

HELEN.  I  sympathise  sincerely  with  you,  Mrs. 
Fitzmaurice. 

FRANCES  (laughing').  Great  goodness,  I  did 
not  think  you  capable  of  saying  a  commonplace 
like  that.  Oh,  yes,  it's  much  pleasanter  to  be  the 
deserted  wife  of  a  remarkable  man  than  to  see  one's 
husband  treated  as  a  parvenu.  Well,  of  course, 
you  are  quite  right.  There  is  something  wrong 
about  the  whole  thing. 

HELEN.  And  do  you  not  wish  him  back?  You 
said  just  now  that  you  did. 

FRANCES.  I  wish  him  back  every  hour  of  the  day 
and  every  hour  of  the  night.  Why  should  I  not 
wish  my  husband  back?  And  yet — ah,  I  suppose 
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it  would  be  all  the  same  old  thing  over  again  if  he 
were  back — the  same,  or  something  as  bad.  I  can 
see  the  rights  and  the  wrongs  of  the  matter,  but  I 
have  to  act  in  my  own  way.  "What  heart  and 
brain  went  ever  matched?"  Is  that  the  right 
quotation  ? 

HELEN.  It  sounds  to  me  very  like  what  I  was 
saying  just  now — what  you  called  my  individual- 
ism. You  want  to  go  your  own  way. 

FRANCES.  Heaven  knows  what  any  of  vis  wants. 
I  wonder  what  did  you  want  when  you  came  to  stir 
up  all  these  things  in  me — though  it  was  not  alto- 
gether you  either.  I  was  expecting  something  all 
day — something  with  reference  to  him.  Why  have 
you  come  just  now,  this  day? 

HELEN.  My  coming  to-day  was  an  accident, 
believe  me — as  much  of  an  accident  as  anything 
ever  is.  I  have  already  told  you  one  thing  that 
1  had  not  intended  to  tell  you.  I  will  tell  you 
another  thing  that  I  might  not  have  told  you.  I 
saw  your  husband  three  days  ago. 

FRANCES.  You  have  been  meeting  him?    Where? 

HELEN.  In  Paris.     Twice. 

FRANCES.  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  this  at  first  ? 
Why  do  you  tell  me  now  ?  Tell  me  the  truth.  Tell 
me  all. 

HELEN.  That  is  all — all  the  truth — everything 
there  is  to  tell  you. 

FRANCES.  You  saw  him? 

HELEN.  Twice.  The  first  time  in  the  Louvre.  He 
was  looking  at  the  Victory  of  Samothrace.  I  was 
coming  up  the  stairs. 

FRANCES.  Yes. 
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HELEN.  I  turned  and  went  away  as  quietly  as 
I  could.  It  was  like — like  Robinson  Crusoe,  find- 
ing the  footprint  in  the  sand.  I  went  straight 
home  to  my  room  and  shut  myself  in  for  the  rest 
of  the  evening. 

FRANCES.  And  the  second  time? 

HELEN.  Oh,  that  was  weeks  after.  The  morning 
after  I  saw  him  first  I  was  ridiculing  myself  for 
not  going  up  and  speaking  to  him.  I  began 
actually  to  look  for  him  then.  If  I  had  met  him 
any  time  within  a  week  or  two  I  should  have  spoken 
to  him.  You  need  not  fear  that  I  should  have 
shown  him  how  I  felt  for  him. 

FRANCES.  But  you  did  meet  him  again? 

HELEN.  Ah,  but  that  was  after — 

FRANCES.  After  what? 

HELEN.  After  I  had  come  to  understand  that  my 
first  impulse  was  right — that  I  should  not  meet 
him.  But  indeed  by  that  time  I  had  quite  decided 
that  he  was  not  in  Paris.  I  thought  that  he  and 
you  must  have  been  passing  through  or  staying  for 
a  tew  days.  I  did  not  know  that  you  were — not 
living  together. 

FRANCES.  Where  did  you  see  him  the  second 
time? 

HELEN.  In  the  same  spot,  looking  at  the  winged 
Victory  of  Samothrace.  I  was  coming  up  the 
stairs. 

FRANCES.  And  then? 

HELEN.  And  then  I  did  precisely  the  same  thing 
over  again. 

FRANCES.  Turned  back? 

HELEN.  Bolted — (laughing)  and  lx>lted  myself  in, 
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too.  Not  that  I  had  the  slightest  notion  that  he 
had  seen  me — or  that  he  or  anyone  else  was  follow- 
ing me.  I  wanted  to  be  alone. 

FRANCES.  Three  days  ago  you  said  that  was? 

HELEN.  Three  days  ago.  I  knew  then  that  he 
must  be  staying  in  Paris  for  a  time.  I  packed  up 
my  things  that  night.  Next  morning  I  sold  the 
little  furniture  I  had  to  the  concierge,  gave  up  my 
room  and  left.  I  hardly  knew  why  I  came  back  to 
Dublin.  It  is  the  only  other  place  I  know  well 
except  my  native  place,  and  I  never  go  there.  I 
arrived  last  night,  and  here  1  am.  (Rising}.  Or 
rather  here  I  have  been.  I  must  be  getting  off.  I 
have  promised  a  friend  of  mine  that  I  met  to-day 
to  go  and  stay  with  her  for  a  few  days  at  Howth. 
I  am  due  there  in  an  hour,  so  I  had  better  start.  I 
am  very  glad  I  came  to  see  you. 

FRANCES.   So  am  I.     Will  you  not  come  again? 

HELEN.  Thanks,  but — I  do  not  know. 
[A  ring  is  heard  off.} 

FRANCES.  Excuse  me.  Please  wait  a  moment. 
(Goes  to  the  door  and  listens.  SARAH  opens  the 
door  off.  After  a  moment  FRANCES  speaks)  : 

FRANCES.  Will  you  stay  here  a  moment?  I  want 
to  see  if  that  is  a  visitor  I  was  expecting.  That 
stupid  girl  may  have  shown  her  into  another  room. 

HELEN.  Yes,  but  I  am  going.  I'll  just  slip  right 
out. 

FRANCES.  No,  no.     Sta'y,  please — one  moment. 

[Exit  FRANCES.     HELEN  alone,   puzzled.     After  a 

minute  or  two  re-enter  FRANCES  excited.] 

FRANCES.  I'm   so   sorry    for   having   kept    you. 
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Good-bye  and  thanks  for  calling.     I've  enjoyed  our 
conversation  so  much. 

HELEN  (smiling}.  Enjoyed?  I  thought  it  a  very 
serious  conversation. 

FRANCES.  I  mean,  of  course,  it  was  so  kind  of 
you.  You  won't  mind  my  asking*  you  not  to  allude 
to  our  conversation  1 

HELEN.  Allude  to -it?  Of  course  not.  How  could 
I? 

FRANCES.  I  mean  to  John — to  Fitzmaurice — in 
case  you  meet  him  again — in  Paris  or  anywhere. 

HELEN.  Oh,  you  need  not  ask  me  to  promise  that. 
It  is  not  likely  that  I  shall  see  him  or  speak  to  him. 
Besides  I  am  not  going  back  to  Paris.  I  am  stay- 
ing here.  And  at  all  events  we  should  hardly  pour 
out  our  hearts  to  each  other.  So  you  see  I  need 
not  promise  and  you  need  not  worry.  Good  after- 
noon and  thanks. 

FRANCES.  You  are  not  offended,  I  hope? 

HELEN.   Oh,  not  at  all,  believe  me..     I  am  very 
glad  to  have  had  such  a  conversation.     Good-bye. 
[FRANCES  shows  her  out,  going  to  hall-door  with 
her.     Then  returns.     Stands  with  her  hand  to  her 
mouth.     Sings  for  SARAH.     Enter  SARAH.] 

FRANCES.  Well,  Sarah? 

SARAH.  It's  the  master,  ma'am.  He  asked  if  you 
were  in,  and  said  he  would  come  down  as  soon  as 
the  visitor  was  gone. 

FRANCES.  He  did  not  know  who  was  here? 

SARAH.  No,  ma'am. 

FRANCES.  Well,  Sarah,  you  must  not  trouble  him 
by  telling  him. 

SARAH.  Of  course  not,  ma'am. 
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FRANCES.  Well,  you  may  tell  him  that  I'm  alone 
now.  (SARAH  turns  to  go).  And,  Sarah — have  you 
asked  him  if  he  would  have  anything  to  eat? 

SARAH.  Yes,  ma'am.  He  said  he  had  just  had 
something.  I  told  him  you  were  going  to  have  tea. 

FRANCES.  He  will  have  tea  with  me. 

SARAH.  Yes,  ma'am. 
[Exit     SARAH.     Pause.     FRANCES     stands     centre 

expectant,  her  back  to  the  door.     Suddenly  she 

(joes    to    armchair   down    left    and    arranges    a 

cushion  in  it.     Then  resumes  her  expectant  posi- 
tion, centre.     Enter  JOHN  FITZMAURICE.] 

JOHN.  Frances ! 

FRANCES.  John  ! 

[They  kiss  Once,  formally.] 

FRANCES.  Welcome  home. 

JOHN.  It's  very  good  of  you  to  say  that,  Frances. 
It's  very  good  of  you  to  have  that  study  upstairs 
ready  like  that  for  me. 

FRANCES.  Not  at  all.  For  whom  should  it  be 
ready  but  for  you?  Sit  down.  Here,  in  this 
armchair.  We  are  going  to  have  tea. 

JOHN.  Thanks.     (He  sits  down). 

FRANCES.  Are  you  tired? 

JOHN.  Not  at  all.     I  have  been  resting  all  day. 

FRANCES.  When  did  you  arrive  in  Dublin? 

JOHN.  This  morning  from  Holyhead. 

FRANCES.  Did  anyone  you  know  cross  with  you? 

JOHN.  Not  one. 

FRANCES.   Had  you  a  good  crossing? 

JOHN.   Oh,  very  good.     It  was  quite  calm. 

FRANCES  (with  a  rush}.  John,  I  knew  you  were 
coming  to-day.  I  have  known  it  all  day.  I 
thought  every  ring  at  the  door  was  you. 
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JOHN  (put  out).  How  do  you  mean?  No  one 
could  have  told  you. 

FRANCES.  Oh,  no. 

JOHN.  I  did  not  know  myself  three  days  ago. 

FRANCES.  Oh,  I  did  not  need  anyone  to  tell  me, 
I  felt  you  were  coming.  Do  you  know  what  day 
this  is? 

JOHN.  What  day?     (Thinks).     0  Lord,  yes. 

FRANCES.  Well? 

JOHN  (earnestly).  That  had  nothing  to  do  with 
it.  I  assure  you  it  had  not — though  I  suppose  it 
should  have  had.  I'm  sorry,  Frances. 

FRANCES.  Sorry? 

JOHN.  Oh,  I  don't  know  what  for — for  dis- 
appointing you,  I  suppose.  But  that  makes  me 
feel  all  the  more  at  home  now. 

FRANCES.  What?  Disappointing  me?  You  have 
not  disappointed  me  at  all.  On  the  contrary  you 
have  fulfilled  my  expectations.  Have  I  not  told 
you  that  I  knew  you  were  coming  to-day.  And 
that  after  three  years. 

JOHN.  Oh,  I  meant  not  knowing  the  date,  you 
see — not  coming  because  it  was  this  date. 

FRANCES.  Well,  you're  here  now  and  it  is  this 
day.  Many  happy  returns  of  the  day. 

JOHN.  Thank  you.     What  should  I  say  in  reply? 

FRANCES.  Nothing  at  all.  You  are  still  different 
from  people  who  say  things.  But  it  is  another 
way  of  fulfilling  my  expectations.  Do  you  know, 
I  feel  awed  at  my  telepathy  ? — a  thing  that  I  never 
counted  on  in  myself. 

JOHN.  You — telepathy,   Frances? 

FRANCES.  What  else   is   it?     Oh,    but   there— I 
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have  not  asked  you  how  you  are.  What,  have  you 
been  doing? 

JOHN.  No,  please,  don't,  Frances.  Forgive  me, 
if  it  sounds  unkind. 

FRANCES.  Nothing  is  unkind  to-day,  John. 
Well,  then,  take  my  side  of  it.  You  don't  know 
what  my  life  has  been  since.  Do  1  look  older  1  Do 
I  look  terribly  old? 

JOHN.  No,  I  don't  see  any  change.  And — I'm 
glad  of  it. 

FRANCES.  I  think  there  is  a  change,  John,  that 
you  cannot  see.  I  think  I  understand  things  better 
now. 

JOHN.  Ah,  there,  Frances.  Don't  try.  You  were 
all  right.  There  is  nothing  new  for  you  to  under- 
stand— nothing  to  change  in  you.  Look  here, 
Frances,  I  have  not  come  back  to  mix  things  up 
again.  We  can  be  good  friends. 

FRANCES.  You  are  terribly  hard,  John. 

JOHN.  Hard  1     Am  1 1 

FRANCES.  Was  it  not  terrible  of  you  not  to  write 
to  me  more  than  a  formal  note  every  four  or  five 
months  to  let  me  know  you  were  alive  1 

JOHN.  I  had  nothing  to  write  to  you  about.  You 
would  not  have  wished  me  to  affect  any  interest  in 
things.  I  wrote  to  Butler  regularly  (laughing)  to 
tell  him  where  to  send  me  my  money.  I  honestly 
had  no  particular  reason  for  writing — or  not 
writing. 

FRANCES  (determined  to  be  pleasant).  Ah,  well, 
you're  here  now,  and  that  is  better.  Have  you 
been  happy? 
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JOHN.    I  hardly  know.     1  suppose  so.     Have  you 
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FRANCES.  Ah,  for  that — I  saw  people — I  inter- 
ested myself  in  things — I  take  the  same  interest  in 
killing  time  as  people  take  in  killing  pheasants 
and  tilings.  And  you? 

JOHN.  Oh,  I?  I  have  been  back  over  nearly  all 
the  places  I  know,  reading  and  writing. 

FRANCES.  I  read  some  of  the  things  you  wrote. 

JOHN.  Did  you?  I'm  afraid  you  must  have 
found  them  obscure. 

FRANCES.  Yes;  you  grow  vague  and  more  diffi- 
cult. But  some  of  them  are  splendid.  All  of 
them  are  good.  To  me,  of  course,  none  of  them  is 
to  be  compared  with  The  Beginning  of  Created 
ThiiKjn  and  one  or  two  of  the  others,  your  earliest. 
Maybe  it  is  that  I  don't  connect  these  new  ones 
with  you  in  the  same  way.  What  do  you  think  of 
them  yourself? 

JOHN.  Oh,  I  hardly  know.  I  had  not  the  right 
interest  in  them,  I'm  afraid. 

FRANCES.  And  yet  you  were  free?  You  wanted 
freedom  in  order  to  write  again.  You  were 
free. 

JOHN.  Yes  of  course, — but  all  the  same — I  don't 
know — 

[A  knock  at  the  door.] 

FRANCES.  This  is  Sarah  with  tea. 
\Enter  SARAH  with  tea.~\ 

FRANCES.  Thank  you,  Sarah.  Just  put  the 
table  here.  (Indicates  place  in  front  of  JOHN'S 
chair). 

SARAH.  Is  there  anything  else  now,  ma'am? 
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FRANCES.  No,  Sarah,  I  think  not. 

SARAH.   Thanks,  ma'am.     (Exit.} 

FRANCES.  I  suppose  your  taste  in  sugar  is  just 
the  same  still. 

JOHN.  I  suppose  so,  thanks.  I  have  taken  tea 
rarely  since.  Sometimes  in  France,  in  my 
lodgings,  I  made  myself  tea.  But  they  gave  me 
an  enormous  cup — a  beautiful  cup — I  have  never 
seen  a  teacup  so  large  in  this  country. 

FRANCES.  You  will  find  this  one  very  small  then. 
(Gives  it  to  him.} 

JOHN.  Thanks,     (into  himself). 

FRANCES.   Bread  and  butter  or  cake? 

JOHN.  Bread  and  butter,  thanks.  I'll  help  my- 
self. And  you? 

FRANCES.  I'll  help  myself,  too,  thanks.  Sarah 
interrupted  something  you  were  saying. 

JOHN.  Did  she?  I  forget — nothing  important, 
I  am  sure. 

FRANCES.  You  were  saying  that  though  you  were 
free  there  was  something  which  prevented  you  from 
having  the  old  interest  in  things  you  wrote. 

JOHN.  Ah,  it  was  simply  being  free  in  that  way. 
I  wondered  if  it  were  right — if  I  should  not  have 
tried  again — to  make  things  right — 

FRANCES.  Yes? 

JOHN.  That's  all. 

FRANCES.  And  you  have  come  back  to  try  again? 

JOHN.  To  be  perfectly  sincere,  Frances,  I  hardly 
know  why  I  have  come  back.  You  would  laugh  if 
I  told  you  the  immediate  reason  for  my  coming — 
and  you  would  probably  be  indignant  too. 

FRANCES.   I  don't  think  you  will  find  me  indig- 
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nant  about  anything,  whatever  else  I  may  be. 
Please,  tell  me. 

JOHN.  It's  really  nothing  at  all.  Something 
that  I  saw — a  statue,  to  be  precise — reminded  me 
of  things.  With  me  memories — all  the  things  I 
remember  from  my  earliest  childhood — rotate,  as 
it  were.  They  come  round  fairly  regularly — most 
of  them  insignificant  things — a  room  or  a  field — 
some  little  thing  that  happened — something  that 
someone  said — years  ago  and  that  everyone  else 
has  forgotten.  Well,  my  memories  of  things 
between  us  come  round  like  that  too — not  more 
frequently  than  the  other  memories,  though  our 
separation  is  like  a  presence  with  me  always.  But 
recently,  within  the  last  few  weeks,  I  have  been 
haunted  by  the  memory  of  a  thing  that  you  had — 

FRANCES  (taking  one  of  the  ornaments}.  This, 
the  Winged  Victory. 

JOHN  (startled).  Yes;  good  Lord,  Frances,  you 
have  changed.  I  did  not  think  you  had  anything 
like  that  in  you. 

FRANCES.  Anything  like  a  spiritual  gift?  Ah, 
what  does  any  of  us  know  of  one  another  ?  If  only 
we  tried  to  give  and  take,  even  a  little,  we  might 
be  to  each  other  all  that  we  could  wish.  There  is 
something  working  in  our  destiny  that  we  do  not 
understand. 

JOHN.  Frances,  you  never  would  believe  in 
destiny  or  trust  in  our  destiny, 

FRANCES.  No,  but  see  how  things  are  working 
now.  This  thing  of  the  Victory — a  happy  omen — 
and  my  knowing  you  would  come  to-day — and  this 
day  being  our  anniversary,  though  you  had 
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fur-gotten  it.     You  left  on  an  anniversary  before — 
no  mere  coincidence. 

JOHN  Arising}.   Frances,  you  are  like — like — 

FRANCES  (rising).  Let  me  tell  you,  to  prove  my 
telepathy  again — like  what  I  was  that  day,  you 
were  going  to  say — that  day  that  you  asked  me  to 
marry  you. 

JOHN.  Yes.  Thank  God — and  the  Winged  Vic- 
tory!  What  foolish  blundering  it  has  all  been. 
At  last  we  begin  right ! 

FRANCES.  John  ! 

[He  has  gone  towards  her,  his  arms  stretched  out; 
but  just  as  he  reaches  her  he  stopsJ\ 

JOHN.  Frances,  there  is  something  I  must  tell 
you. 

FRANCES  (her  hfrnds  on  his  shoulders}.  Not  now, 
John.  What  does  anything  matter  but  what  we 
are  to  each  other?  Don't  let  us  spoil  it  all  by 
probing  what  we  have  done  and  what  we  have  felt 
and  remembered.  Don't. 

JOHN.  I  have  to  try  hard  to  be  honest,  Frances. 
I  do  try.  We  cannot  found  love  on  anything  less 
than  truth. 

FRANCES  (sighing).  Ah,  there's  no  fear  of  any- 
thing but  truth  between  us. 

JOHN.  It  is  always  hard  to  find  the  truth. 

FRANCES.  Oh,  why  find  it?  You  are  too 
scrupulous,  too  squeamish.  Heaven  knows  we  can. 
take  each  other  on  trust. 

JOHN.  Yes,  but  one  should  not  take  oneself  on 
trust. 

FRANCES.  J  don't  know  what  that  means. 
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JOHN.  Well,  here.  I'll  tell  you  the  real  reason 
that  brought  me  here — that  sent  me,  rather. 

FRANCES.   I  thought  it  was  the  Victory. 

JOHN.  That's  where  I  was  in  danger  of  telling 
you  something  that  was  not  quite  true.  The  Victory 
has  other  associations.  It  reminds  me  of  someone 
else — it  reminds  me  now  of  someone  else. 

FRANCES.  Oh,  don't  tell  me.  I  don't  want  to 
know.  Why  must  we  always  talk  everything  out? 
There  are  things  that  I  don't  want  to  tell  you — 
things  that  I'm  not  ashamed  of  or  afraid  of — but 
I  don't  want  you  or  anyone  to  think  it  wrong  of 
me  not  to  talk  of  them.  There — forgive  me,  John, 
I  have  been  nervous  all  day  expecting  you. 

JOHN.  I'm  very  sorry,  Frances.  I  won't  worry 
you  with  what  I  was  going  to  tell  you.  I  suppose 
it  does  not  really  matter. 

FRANCES.  Well,  come.  Sit  down.  Tell  me  where 
you  have  been  lately — Norway? 

JOHN.  No,  Frances,  Paris.  I  was  there  only  a 
few  weeks  though.  Most  of  my  things  are  there 
yet. 

FRANCES.  How  is  that?  Did  you  intend  to  go 
back? 

JOHN.  That  is  not  exactly  why  I  left  there.  The 
fact  is  that  when  I  decided  to  leave  I  found  that 
I  had  only  enough  money  to  take  me  here, 
travelling  third.  I  had  not  enough  to  pay  excess 
luggage.  I  had  to  let  myself  run  short,  and  for 
once  I  had  missed  sending  my  address  to  Butler. 

FRANCES.  But  you  could  have  wired  to  him — or, 
since  you  were  coming  here,  to  me? 

JOHN.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  had  not  time. 
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FRANCES.  How?     You  could  not  wait? 

JOHN.  Oh,  there,  confound  it!  I'm  back  at  the 
thing  I  wasn't  to  tell  you — I  had  to  leave. 

FRANCES.  Did  you  meet  someone — someone  that 
prevented  you  from  losing  yourself  ? 

JOHN.  Yes.     You  know  everything  to-day  ! 

FRANCES.  Who  was  it? — if  you  want  to  tell  me. 

JOHN.  I  do.     It  was  Helen  Noble. 

FRANCES.  Oh! 

JOHN.  I  suppose  she  lives  in  Paris.  She  left 
Dublin  five  years  ago.  She  left  the  day  we  were 
married,  Frances. 

FRANCES.  I  remember  people  being  surprised  at 
her  going  off  without  a  trace  like  that.  Well,  did 
you  not  speak  to  her?  You've  just  said  you  only 
suppose  she  lives  in  Paris. 

JOHN.  No,  I  did  not.  The  fact  is  I  had  not  an 
opportunity  even  if  I  wanted  to — of  which  I'm  not 
sure.  • 

FRANCES.  Well,  that  part  does  not  matter,  I 
suppose. 

JOHN.  Frances,  it  all  matters.  The  thing  ought 
not  to  have  troubled  me  at  all ;  but  it  has. 

FRANCES.  For  heaven's  sake  don't  let  yourself 
imagine  things  that  are  not  true.  I  have  proved 
to  you  over  and  over  again  this  afternoon  that  I 
know  more  of  things  than  you  ever  thought 
possible.  Let  me  tell  you  one  other  thing  that  I 
know.  However  much  or  little  you  loved  me,  you 
never  could  love  anyone  else  now.  If  you  brood 
over  one  thing,  without  reference  to  things  in 
general,  you  lose  perspective.  Certain  things 
assume  enormous  proportions.  It's  like  brooding 
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over  a  grievance  or  anything  else.  Though  we 
have  separated  from  each  other — in  our  own 
peculiar  way — you  are  my  husband,  faithful  to 
me  in  all  things.  Is  that  not  so? 

JOHN.  It  is  so,  Frances,  and  always  shall  be. 
That  is  not  my  trouble. 

FRANCES.  Well,  that  is  the  only  thing  you  need 
trouble  me  about.  Your  seeing  Helen  Noble,  and 
leaving  Paris  on  that  account  is  your  own  affair 
quite. 

JOHN.  And  hers. 

FRANCES.  How? 

JOHN.  She  saw  me,  too. 

FRANCES.  Well!  (laughing}.  What  a  pair  of 
ninnies !  You  looked  at  each  other  and  then  ran 
away ! 

JOHN.  It  was  she  that  ran  away.  Twice.  I  was  in 
the  Louvre  looking  at  the  big  Victory  of  which 
this  is  a  copy,  when  she  came  up  the  stairs.  I'm 
not  even  sure  that  she  knew  I  saw  her.  I  did  not 
show  it. 

FRANCES.  Why  not? 

JOHN.  Oh,  that's  the  question.  That  is  what  I 
meant  when  1  told  you  just  now  that  I  have  to  try 
hard  to  be  honest.  I  saw  her ;  and  instead  of 
going  to  her  simply  and  frankly  as  an  old  friend, 
I  remained  just  as  I  was,  seeming  not  to  see  her. 

FRANCES.  Well,  even  that  was  no  great  crime. 

JOHN.  But  something  happened.  When  she 
caught  sight  of  me  she  turned  and  stole  away — 
because  of  me.  That  I  saw.  For  a  fortnight  after 
I  avoided  places  where  she  would  be  likely  to  be. 
I  thought  at  first  that  it  was  right  for  me  to  do  so, 
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if  she  did  not  want  to  meet  me.  Tlien,  to  make 
sure  of  something,  I  went  back  to  the  Louvre. 

FRANCES.  What  was  the  something? 

JOHN.  That  is  the  hard  part.  It  occurred  to 
me,  when  I  saw  her  turning  away  like  that,  that 
I  had  been  the  cause  of  her  leaving  Dublin.  She 
left  on  the  day  I  got  married.  We  had  known 
each  other  and  understood  each  other  extraordi- 
narily well. 

FRANCES.  You  think  that  she  was  in  love  with 
you? 

•  JOHN.  Almost  that — that  she  understood  herself 
and  me  better  than  I  did.  You  and  I  have  failed 
to  find  a  common  standpoint.  Helen  and  I  had  a 
common  standpoint.  We  could  have  been  happy. 

FRANCES.  Are  you  telling  me  that  you  loved 
her? 

JOHN.  I  don't  know.  That's  perhaps  the  worst 
of  it.  That's  my  failure.  I  never  could  want  to 
influence  the  destiny  of  another. 

FRANCES.  You  influenced  mine. 

JOHN.  I  don't  think  so.  Honestly,  Frances,  I 
don't  think  so.  I  think  you  knew  well  what  you 
wanted — the  different  things  you  wanted  at 
different  times.  You  were  willing  to  marry  me. 
Later  you  were  willing  to  let  me  go.  I  know 
that  my  going  could  not  break  your  heart.  Helen 
is  very  different  from  you. 

FRANCES.  But  what  is  she  to  you? 

JOHN.  Nothing  now — and  never  shall  be — and 
don't  think  I  have  any  regrets.  I  am  sure  it  is 
all  for  the  best,  for  all  of  us. 

FRANCES.  Do  you  love  her? 
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JOHN.  Since  I  take  it  in  this  way,  obviously  1 
do  not.  And  I  have  never  yet  cried  over  spilt 
milk  or  sentimentalised  over  what  might  have 
been.  The  point  is  that  if  Helen  feels  so  about 
me  at  all,  I  cannot  intrude  upon  her. 

FRANCES.  You  began  by  saying  that  you  came 
back  because  you  had  come  to  doubt  the  Tightness 
of  our  separation. 

JOHN.  Yes.  I  was  not  quite  free.  That  was 
Helen's  work  again. 

FRANCES.  All  Helen's  work? 

JOHN.  No,  not  all.  I  was  thinking  of  you  that 
day  as  I  was  looking  at  the  Victory.  She  was  far 
from  my  mind. 

FRANCES.  Well,  how  was  it  her  work  then? 

JOHN.  I  had  obviously  wronged  her,  by  not 
understanding  her  feeling  for  me.  I  know  that 
now  as  surely  as  if  she  had  told  me.  That  made 
me  think  that  possibly  I  was  doing  the  same  to 
you.  In  her  case  I  had  no  reparation  to  make—- 
except to  avoid  her.  In  yours — well,  I  have  come 
back. 

FRANCES.  Because  you  had  made  a  mistake 
about  her,  you  thought  you  might  have  made  a 
mistake  about  me? 

JOHN.  Yes. 

FRANCES.  And  what  will  you  do? 

JOHN.  I  do  not  know — one  of  two  things — either 
stay,— if  you  want  me  to,  and  if  I  want  to, — or 
go,  quite  free  this  time. 

FRANCES.  How  are  we  to  decide  which  it  is  to 
be? 
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JOHN.  Decide  is  scarcely  the  word  for  it.  The 
best  we  can  do  is  to  find  which  is  right. 

FRANCES.  That  may  take  time.  Where  are  you 
going  to  stay  1  Here  1 

JOHN.  I  don't  know.     I  have  taken  a  room  in 
the  European.     We  can  settle  that  later. 
[A  ring  is  heard  off.'] 

FRANCES.     A     ring.      I     was     expecting     Mrs. 
Drummond  to  call.     I  suppose  that  .is  she. 
[SARAH'S    step    is    heard     off.     The  hall-door    is 

opened.     After  a  little  SARAH  knocks  at  the  room 

floor.] 

FRANCES.  Come  in.     (Enter  SARAH). 

SARAH.   Mrs.  Drummond,  ma'am. 

FRANCES.  Yes,    Sarah.     (To    JOHN).  Excuse   me 
a    moment.     She    won't    stay    long.     (To    SARAH) 
You  may  take  away  the  tea-things,  Sarah. 
[Exit  FRANCES.] 

JOHN.   Well,  your  Grace? 

SARAH.   I  beg  your  pardon,  sir. 

JOHN.  Have  you  forgotten  your  name?  You're 
a  duchess. 

SARAH  (laughing).  Oh,  ves.  sir. 

JOHN.  How  have  you  been  since? 

SARAH.  Oh,  very  well,  sir,  thanks. 

JOHN.  And  the  mistress — has  she  been  happy? 

SARAH.  Ah,  much  the  same  as  always,  sir. 

JOHN.  Does  she  ever  talk  about  me? 

SARAH.  Ah,  now  and  again.  She  always  keeps 
your  place  ready — your  study  and  your  room. 
She  thinks  more  than  she  says.  Do  you  mind  me 
asking  you,  sir,  if  you  are  going  to  stay  here  now? 

JOHN.  Why  do  vou  ask,  Sarah? 
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SARAH.  Well,  sir,  I  was  thinking  that  if  you 
were,  maybe  she  wouldn't  want  me.  I  mean  I 
wouldn't  have  the  same  reason  to  have  to  stay. 

JOHN.  That  sounds  rather  mixed,  Sarah.  Do 
you  think  I'd  replace  you? 

SARAH  (shocked}.  Oh,  sir  ! 

JOHN.  Well,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

SARAH.  Well,  sir,  they  want  me  at  home,  but  I 
hadn't  the  heart  to  leave  the  mistress.  You  see 
we've  settled  into  each  other's  ways,  like.  If  she 
wasn't  by  herself  she  wouldn't  mind  so  much. 

JOHN.  Oh,  I  see.  Well,  I'll  ask  her  to  give  you 
word,  Sarah. 

SARAH.  Oh,  don't,  please,  sir.     I  wouldn't  make 
so  bold  as  to  talk  to  her  like  that. 
[While    talking   SARAH  has   been  putting  the   tea- 
things  on  a  tray.     Enter  FRANCES.     Exit  SARAH 

with  trayj] 

FRANCES.  Was  Sarah  talking  to  you? 

JOHN.  Yes ;  I  was  asking  her  about  things. 

FRANCES  (quickly}.  About  me? 

JOHN.  Yes.     Do  you  mind? 

FRANCES.  Of  course  I  mind.  You  always  spoiled 
my  servants.  Forgive  me,  John.  It  really  does 
not  matter  at  all. 

JOHN.  Oh,  I  quite  expected  you  to  get  angry. 
I  am  always  doing  the  wrong  thing. 

FRANCES.  What's  the  natural  thing  for  you  to 
do  is  the  wrong  thing  with  me,  eh?  I  think  that 
old  Mrs.  Drummond  actually  guessed  you  were  here 
from  the  way  she  talked. 

JOHN.  Well,  did  you  not  tell  her  that  I  was? 

FRANCES.   No.     I'd  have  to  explain.     Oh.  John. 
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I've  got  on  well  with  all  these  people  while  you  were 
away,  but  I  hate  them  when  you're  here  ! 

JOHN.  For  the  way  they  regard  me? 

FRANCES.  Yes.     It  makes  everything  impossible. 

JOHN.  It  makes  my  staying  here  impossible,  you 
mean.  Frances,  have  you  considered  leaving  here 
yourself  ? 

FRANCES.  Ah,  one  cannot  escape  from  oneself. 
I  should  have  to  do  with  the  same  kind  of  people 
anywhere  I  went.  John,  I  can  now  answer  that 
question  we  were  asking  ourselves,  your  talking  to 
Sarah  of  me  here  and  that  old  woman's  talking  to 
me  out  there  have  answered  the  question  for  me. 
Your  people  are  not  my  people.  Your  way  of  life 
is  not  my  way  of  life.  I  could  not  adopt  your 
way.  I  do  not  want  you  to  adopt  mine.  You  may 
go,  John — quite  free  this  time. 

JOHN.  Do  you  wish  me  to  1 

FRANCES  (with  a  bitter  little  laugh).  Ten  min- 
utes ago  I  should  have  said  no.  I  thought  I  wanted 
you  to-day.  But  that  was  a  weakness,  a  tempta- 
tion. You  are  quite  right.  Your  leaving  me  has 
not  broken  my  heart.  I  have  been  happier  alone 
here.  However  clearly  I  may  see  things — whatever 
I  may  say  at  the  moment,  I  am  not  prepared  to 
go  into  a  different  world  from  my  own.  I  am  not 
even  prepared  to  make  a  world  for  myself.  And  you 
would  ask  me  to  do  that.  Another  thing — I  am 
less  troubled  about  you,  less  jealous  for  you  and  of 
you,  when  you  are  away  from  me — than  if  you 
were  here.  I  never  explain  or  apologise  now.  If 
I  were  you,  I  should  worry  myself  to  death,  no 
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doubt,  over  the  insincerity  of  it  all.  I  may  be 
theatrical,  as  my  sister  told  me  some  time  ago.  I 
fell  out  with  her  over  it,  but  it  may  be  true.  She 
said  I  enjoyed  the  pose  of  the  injured  wife.  I 
really  have  not  felt  injured,  but  I  have  to  compare 
my  present  state  with  that  other  time  when  you 
and  I  pulled  against  each  other,  with  everyone 
looking  on.  I  woke  every  morning  then  to  face 
the  situation.  Now  I  am  an  ordinary  individual 
who  has  got  mixed  up  somehow  with  Bohemia — 
who  has  suffered  'for  it,  but  who  takes  it  with 
dignity. 

JOHN.  Good  Lord,  Frances,  if  you  feel  like  that 
about  it,  I'll  stay  and-  change  in  everything.  I 
really  could  if  I  wanted  to. 

FRANCES.  Not  at  all,  you  could  not.  And  don't 
suffer  any  remorse  over  my  troubles.  There  is 
another  side  to  the  thing  that  I  could  hardly 
explain  to  you.  People  think  better  of  you  at  a 
distance. 

JOHN.  Does  that  count  with  you  1 

FRANCES.  Oh,  everything  counts — all  one's 
possessions. 

JOHN.  Well,  I  am  your  possession,  and  not 
Bohemian  at  all  for  all  you  say. 

FRANCES.  Yes,  but  I'd  hate  you  to  be  worrying 
about  anyone  else — about  how  you  may  have  under- 
stood or  misunderstood  somebody  else.  You  see 
you  really  were  free  though  you  did  not  know  it. 
You  see  you  did  not  wrong  me  at  all.  It  is  not 
possible  that  you  are  wrong  about  Helen  Noble, 
too? 

JOHN.   Yes.  I  suppose  so,  indeed.     But,  Frances, 
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this  is  sudden.  I  change  quickly  enough  myself, 
but  are  you  quite  sure  of  what  you  are  doing  ?  It 
was  my  doing  before — my  going,  I  mean.  Do  you 
want  me  to  go  this  time  ? 

FRANCES.  Oh,  don't  ask  me  what  I  want  How 
can  I  help  its  being  necessary?  Yes.  I  do  want 
you  to  go.  I  want  you  to  leave  Dublin — 

JOHN.  When?     To-night? 

FRANCES.  As  well  to-night  as  to-morrow — better. 
I  have  been  seeing  dimly  these  three  years  what  is 
best  for  us.  This  evening  many  things  have 
revealed  it  clearly  in  one  hour.  And  they  have 
revealed  to  me  things  that  I  did  not  know  in 
myself.  John,  you  neves  interfere  with  things. 
That  is  what  makes  it  so  easy  for  you  to  tell  the 
simple  truth  always.  I  have  to  interfere,  to 
manage  things.  Things  that  would  be  almost 
falsehoods  to  you  are  to  me  only  reticence,  only 
minding  my  own  business.  And  I  cannot  live  in 
the  naked  light  all  the  time.  During  the  two  years 
that  we  lived  together  here,  I  was  always  covering 
up  tilings  that  needed  no  concealment — just  localise 
I  had  not  shown  them  to  you  in  the  first  instance. 
Now,  within  the  last  hour,  I  have  been  concealing 
— oh,  there — nothing  that  I  could  not  tell  you  now 
simply  and  fully  if  it  were  worth  while. 

JOHN.  I  quite  understand  and  I  quite  sympa- 
thise, Frances.  It  is  very  generous  of  you  to  say 
so  much.  I  am  glad  you  are  having  something 
of  what  you  really  want.  And  now,  if  I  am  to 
leave  Dublin  to-night,  I  had  better  go  to  the  hotel 
and  pack.  I  prefer  to  go  at  once  as  I  am  to  go. 
Now  that  you  have  told  me  to  go,  I  go  quite  free. 
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FRANCES.  Where  will  you  go  to? 

JOHN.  Anywhere  but  Paris.     I  don't  know  yet.' 

FRANCES.  John,  I  want  you  to  go  to  Paris.  Your 
things  are  there.  You  were  prepared  to  stay  there 
for  some  time.  Will  you  go  and  stay  there  for 
some  time. 

JQHN.  Oh,  if  you  wish  it,  certainly.  Besides  I 
have  no  qualms  now.  Indeed,  as  you  say,  I  have 
probably  been  reading  things  into  Helen  Noble's 
conduct.  I'm  not  afraid  of  anybody  now.  Well, 
goodbye,  Frances. 

FRANCES.  Good-bye;  you  are  right  in  all.  I 
now  feel  quite  free,  too.  For  I,  too,  have  been 
troubled  often  by  a  doubt  as  to  the  Tightness  of 
our  separation.  Now  we  know  better.  And  I 
shall  be  glad  to  know  that  you  can  write  your  best 
work  again. 

JOHN.  Frances,  I  shall  do  better  than  write.  A 
man  who  is  a  mere  author  is  nothing.  If  there  is 
anything  good  in  anything  I  have  written  it  is  the 
potentiality  of  adventure  in  me — the  power  to  do 
something  better  than  write.  My  writings  have 
been  only  the  prelude  to  my  other  work.  Though 
I  have  been  away  from  Ireland  these  three  years, 
Frances,  I  know  the  progress  of  things  here  better 
than  you  do — and  I  know  that  the  great  oppor- 
tunity is  at  hand.  I  have  long  regretted  that  I 
have  not  in  my  time  had  an  opportunity  of  doing 
something  worth  while,  and  now  it  is  here. 

FRANCES.  Politics,  John  ?  What  is  the  good  of 
your  leaving  me,  in  order  to  free  yourself,  if  you 
are  going  to  mix  yourself  up  in  Irish  politics? 
Half  of  our  trouble  was  your  political  ideas. 
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JOHN.  I  don't  call  them  politics.  Sooner  than 
you  think,  Frances,  politics  will  be  dropped  here, 
and  something  better  will  take  their  place.  I  am 
now  free  to  do  something  to  bring  the  better  thing. 

FRANCES.  John,  you're  a  queer  mixture.  What 
had  I  to  do  with  these  things? 

JOHN.  You  were  a  hostage  that  I  had  given  to 
the  other  cause — to  this  life  that  keeps  you  here. 
You  are  no  longer  my  hostage. 

FRANCES.  John,  what  are  you  going  to  do?     • 

JOHN.  I  am  going  to  live  the  things  that  I  have 
before  imagined.  It  is  well  for  a  poet  that  he  is 
double-lived.  He  has  two  stores  of  power.  You 
will  not  know  yourself  in  the  Ireland  that  we  shall 
make  here — when  I  return  to  you.  (S<rit  JOHN). 


[THE  END.] 


